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FADE IN:

EXT. OUTER SPACE

Farth’'s solar system. The nine planets hover in a black
starlit void. As the hypneotic voice of the female narrator
speaks, the earth draws near.

NARRATOR (V.C.)
There was a time long before the
earth became the land as we know it
today... It was a time when its
fate still lay uncertain; a time
when i1ts spirit was still in its
infancy... This was an age of
magic, the age of crystal, and
without the both of them, there
would have been no ages to
follow...

The earth continues to draw near.

The recognizable continents of EARTH as we know i1t today
morph into one solid land mass.

The layers of the earth’s atmosphere are penetrated.

A thick layer of cloud is broken through exposing:

LANDS OF CYRCADIA - DAY

MAJESTIC BEAUTY: Towering mountains bathe in sunlight under a
bright blue sky. Glistening waterfalls pour into crystal
clear pools. Untouched emerald green grass ripples in the
wind. ..

NARRATOR (V.O.)
It was known to the historians of
the time as the Cycle of Birth, and
the Trial of Life. It seemed as if
the Ancients wanted to see how its
beloved creation of Man would
appreciate the environment in which
it was given... So in the same
cycle, on the same rotation, within
the same partial;

(MORE)



NARRATOR (V.O.) (cont'd)

life was given to both the world’'s
greatest evil and the world’s
greatest hope. This is their
tale... and this is their
land...Cyrcadia...

A large CANYON is exposed. Wide rock-carved ramps lead down
both sides of the canyon into the mouth of a large CAVE.

A torch lit stalagmite-ridden trail is followed deeply into
the cave.

An enormous wide open CAVERN is exposed. A large Gothic
Styled CASTLE made of onyx, stone, and cbsidian rests on top
of a grand stairway at the center of the cavern.

An illuminated WINDOW high above in one of the castle’s
towers is exposed.

A horrific SCREAM pierces the silence of darkness.

INT. CASTLE ROOM - NIGHT

The dimly torch lit room illuminates the TYRINIAN QUEEN
ADELLE. The Queen, who looks to be in her fifties, is dressed
in a long silk night gown. Sweat is seen drips down the
creases of her once flawless face. She has long dark hair and
pupil-less eyes, making them look as white as the color of
her bleach white skin.

NOTE: The completely white eyes and the bleach white skin are
the trademark identifiers of Tyrinian race. However, besides
the above notations, they appear to be of human descent.

The Queen’s legs are held up by stirrups as a Tyrinian DOCTOR
stands between them holding on to something unseen.

Two AIDES stand on each side of the doctor at the ready,
surrounded by trays of various crystal made medical
instruments.

The seven foot tall, three hundred pound of solid muscle
Tyrinian KING, GALAKIRK, stands at the Queen’s side holding
her hand and lightly caressing her forehead.

An intricate obsidian glass crown rests on top of the King’s
sixty year old head. The Tyrinian crest is centered on the
crown.



NOTE: The crest 1s of a silver lion’s face on a stylized
shield. The lion’s eyes are completely white and single drop
of blood is centered on the lion’s forehead.

His long black hair and his finely trimmed beard starkly
contrast with his exquisite crimson felt robe.

DOCTOR
Come on, give me one more my Queen.

QUEEN ADELLE
AHHHHH!

She grasps the King’s hand as she arches her back high into
the air. After one final push her body falls limp and she
attempts to regain her breath.

CRIES from a baby breaks the tension in the air.

The Doctor holds up a CRYING NEWBORN and proudly displays him
to the King.

DOCTCR
My Lord...allow me to introduce you
to your new Prince.

The King’s eyes glaze over with happiness as his stern square-
jawed face breaks into smile.

His world stands still as he gazes at his newborn child.

QUEEN ADELLE
ARGHHHHHH!

The King is taken aback.

The Doctor immediately hands the child to one c¢f his aides.
He looks down and sees another child being born.

The Doctor freezes in astonishment.

Looks of fright and confusion come over the King and the two
aildes.

The King pushes an aide out of the way and stands next to the
Doctor.

KING GALAKIRK
WHAT EVIL IS THIS!?



The Doctor raises a second NEWBORN and stutters:

DOCTOR
I, I, I, can't explain it Sire. It
seems to be some sort of double
birth. I've never witnessed such an
event. This c¢hild is, is, 1is, a
girl...

Silence fills the room only to be broken by one of the
Doctor’s aides. The aide rises from the Queen’s side.

ATDE
Doctor, the Queen...I think
she...she is...

The King rushes over to his Queen. He grabs her hand but it
is limp and lifeless. After a solemn moment of observation,
he kisses her gently on the lips.

KING GALAKIRK
UUUAAARGH!

The King violently knocks over the medical trays. The various
tools and instruments shatter as they hit the ground.

The King then savagely rips the female child from the
Doctor’s grasp.

He walks over to one of the aides and shoves the child into
her arms.

KING GALAKIRK
Never do I want to see this c¢hild,
hear this c¢hild, feel this c¢hild,
nor smell this MURDEROUS EVIL for
the rest of my rotations. Kill it,
burn it, destroy it, do what you
will with it, BUT DO SO NOW!!

The aide nods, and immediately runs off with the child.

KING GALAKIRK (CONT'D)
AS FOR THE REST OF YOU! That child
was never born. That thing was
never seen. AM I UNDERSTOOD!?

The Doctor and the remaining aide nod in absolute fear and
agreement.



The King walks over to his new Prince and carefully takes him
from the aide.

The King then kisses him lovingly on the forehead and raises
him over his head. Admiration overcomes him.

A TYRINIAN GUARD opens the chamber door and enters.

GUARD
My lord, our forces have departed
for the holy ground. They should
arrive by sunrise.

KING GALAKIRK
Get out.

EXT. CYRCADIAN RCONE HOLY GROUND, "SOLROUGE™ - DAY

A Romanesque styled white stone CASTLE stands proudly atop a
lush ¢liff in a clearing c¢f an emerald forest. The ivy
wrapped castle stands with its back to the cliff's edge and
is surrounded by tall stone walls that are fitted with
various guard towers and walkways. A large steel ornamental
gate separates the exteriocr walls and serves as the entrance
to the castle grounds.

Beyond the gate at the center of the castle courtyard, rests
a sole monumental OAK TREE. At the base of the oak tree lies
a beautiful FLOWER GARDEN filled with an assortment of the
land's most inspiring blossoms.

The tall oak basks in the bright sunlight the day has brought
and pulses with a golden light. Tiny flecks of the golden
light sprinkle down from the rich green leaves of the oak
tree and seep into the flowers and fluttering butterflies
below.

Various RONES tend to the grounds. Some train their battle
skills in the courtyard, some pray before the cak tree, and
others man the guard towers and pace the walkways of the
castle walls.

NOTE: Rones are human and their settlement resembles the
settlements seen inhabited by monks. Cne can always tell a
Rone by their long, form fitted, armor-plated BATTLE SUITS.
These dark brown leather suits consist of tall knee high
boots, pants, and high collared trench coat-like tops that
are affixed with chrome plated armor.
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The plating 1s used sparingly as to not constrict movement,
but enough is used to ensure the protection of all larger non-
range of motion areas.

A carved crystal emblem of a rising sun is embedded into the
chest piece of every battle suit, for that is the symbol of
the Rone.

But the true trademark identifier of the Rones are their
crystal loaded BATTLE BRACERS; a magic weapon technology
known only to the adepts of their order. These bracers are
leather-lined, finger-less, chrome armored gloves that can
hold different shards of crystal which house and release
various magical energies. The crystal shards used by the
bracers are locaded into slots located on the top and sides of
the wrist much like the clips of modern day guns.

CUT TO:

INT. GUARD HCUSE - CONTINUQUS - DAY

A few RONES sit at a makeshift table playing cards. LOR, a
teen Rone, looks down at his cards with his one blue and one
green eye. He pushes all of his small stacks of crystal chips
into the middle of the table.

LOR
I bet it all.

Two of the other Rones throw down their cards.

RONE 1
(frustrated)
I bow out.

RONE 2
As do I.

DRAVEN
I meet.

DRAVEN, an athletic mid forties battle-hardened looking Rone,
pushes most his crystal chips to the center of the table.

DRAVEN
Let's see them.



Lor displays his cards. His hand consists of three like cards
that contain a different amount of leaf symbols printed on
them, and two other cards that contain symbols of a sun and
moon.

Lor looks up.

LOR
Three of the like.

Draven smiles. He displays his cards. His hand consists of
three like cards that contain a different amount of water
drop symbols on them, and two other like cards both
containing sun symbols.

He looks Lor in the eye.

DRAVEN
Full court.

Lor bows his head in defeat as the other Rones break out into
laughter.

RONE 2
(still laughing)
Typical Lor. Always thinking he's a
step ahead of ya when he's clearly
not!

DRAVEN
He'll learn soon enough. We were
all in his shoes once.

Draven gives Lor a friendly wink.

DRAVEN
Now I think you still have yet to
hit the stables today boy... They

won't clean themselves ya know...

LOR
Yeah. Yeah... I'm on it...

Lor pushes himself from the table and makes his way toward
the exit of the guard house.



RONE 1
And don’t forget to pick the
laundry up and deliver it to the
barracks. Oh...and if the sheets
are still drying, maybe you should
take them down and learn how to
fold them!

Rone 2 bursts intc laughter while Rone 1 chuckles. Draven
smirks as Lor shakes his head not amused.

THUMP THUMP THUMP

Three distant muffled noises are heard. The vibrations of the
noises cause the crystal chips on the table to rattle and
clatter about.

Lor stops dead in his tracks and the other Rones exchange
looks of caution.

RONE 2
What was that?

Rone 1 and Rone 2 run over and look out of the guard tower
window.

Lor exits the guard house and loocks in the direction from
which the sound came from.

CUT TO:

EXT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE GROUNDS - CONTINUQOUS

Draven follows Lor out of the guard house. Other Rone guards
come out of their respective locations and look to the sky;
as do all of the other Rones scattered throughout the
grounds.

Lor shields his eyes from the sun and nctices three SPARKLING
OBJECTS careening toward the castle grounds.

LOR
Looks like...

Lor squints his eyes.

LOR
(sotto)
Crystal...



Draven’s eyes widen with realization.

He sees the three jagged crystal-like missiles falling toward
them at a great acceleration.

DRAVEN
TYRINIANS!

Draven grabs Lor and jumps from the castle wall inward toward
the courtyard.

BOOM - A GREAT EXPLOSION

One of the crystal missiles strikes the guard house in which
the Rones played cards.

The blast of the explosion hurls Draven and Lor into the
courtyard with great velocity.

They slam to the ground and instinctively tumble backward and
somersault into bent-over, football-lineman resembling
positions.

They both skid to a stop and quickly observe their
surroundings.

BOOM - BOOM - TWO OTHER GREAT EXPLOSIONS

Draven and Lor shield their faces as the two other crystal
missiles strike the castle wall on each side of the gate. The
blasts send stone and nearby Rones soaring into the air.

The gate falls and slams to the ground. Dust and debris cloud
the air.

Various Rones throughout the grounds recover from the blasts
and regain their bearings.

Draven screams into a COMMUNICATOR discreetly located on his
wrist.

DRAVEN
DEFENSIVE POSITIONS! ACTIVATE ALPHA
PHASE PROTOCCL: CODE RESURRECTION!

All the surviving Rones quickly grab their fallen brethren
and fall back, running toward the castle.

Draven grabs three clear CRYSTAL SHARDS from his belt and
loads them into his bracer.
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LOR
How can it be the Tyrinians!? The
sun is at its highest point! How
could they even have found us!?

Draven looks at Lor in frustration.

DRAVEN
What does any of that matter NOW
boy!? FALL BACK TO THE CASTLE AS
ORDERED!

Lor freezes.
He points over to where the gate once stood.

Draven turns around and sees a TRCOP of 20 or so Tyrinians
emerge through the dusty debris.

They slowly march forward headed toward the courtyazrd.

The Tyrinian warriors are outfitted in wvariations of black
and dark purple-hued heavy plated armor; all bearing the
Tyrinian crest. All of them alsoc wear different styled black
TINTED VISORS that one horizontal and one vertical red line
continuously pulse across.

The oncoming Tyrinian horde are led by one massive mo-hawked
Tyrinian, VILLADYNN, who dons a sole BLADED SHOULDER MOUNT
and a large SCYTHE.

Behind him walk three other Tyrinian HENCHMEN who carry large
crystal bladed CHAINSAW-LIKE WEAPONS. The rest of the
Tyrinian warriors are armed with various BLADES and
projectile type that fire various charged blasts of crystal.

Villadynn reaches up and turns a DIAL that is located on the
side of his wvisor.

POV VILLADYNN: A series cof electronic click like tones that
carry different pitch and frequencies are heard. Looking
around, we see a world of darkness. White glowing outlines
surround all of the objects in our line of sight. We see the
outlines of Draven and Lor, and outlines of varying
brightness surrounding all of the other objects in the
courtyard. We look over to where the oak tree stands and sees
the outline of the oak tree. However we also see a bright
glowing outline of what looks to be a large jagged CRYSTAL
SPIRE within the oak tree itself.
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Villadynn smiles. He motions over to the oak tree. His
Tyrinian followers pay heed and pick up their pace. They
march on ahead of Villadynn and the three henchmen, headed
toward the oak tree.

Draven immediately looks back at Lor.

DRAVEN
NOW LOR! Do as ordered! And do not
forget your path as runner!

Lor looks at Draven at a loss for words.

Draven charges his bracer. He steadies his bracer arm with
his opposite hand as his bracer vibrates vigorously. He puts
his right foot forward and shifts his weight on top of it.

DRAVEN
LOR! GO! NOW!

Lor snaps out of his daze and runs for the castle.

Draven fires his bracer. A great ball of SILVER ENERGY bklasts
forth; the force of which causes Draven to skid standing back
about a foot.

The elongated diamond shaped energy blast spins above the oak
tree for a moment then DETONATES into a bright light. As the
bright light explodes, diamond like WAVES expel downward from
the light; encasing the cak tree in a diamond like SHELL.

Draven then turns toward the oncoming Tyrinians. He loads
crystal shards intoc all of his bracer slots and draws his
stylishly designed LONG-BLADE.

He crosses his bracer and bklade in front of his chest in the
formation of an “X.” He lowers his head, closes his eyes, and
whispers in an unknown language.

CUT TO:

INT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE - GRAND ELDER’S DEN - CONTINUOUS

A greatly aged female Rone stands and looks out a WINDOW. Her
nurturing eyes lock troubled at the sight of the apprcaching
Tyrinian mob.
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The window is located behind an exquisite marble cut DESK.
She wears a lyrical robe and has long silky white hair that
is held back by a finely crafted gold headband. Stone cut
BOOKCASES and wvaricus astronomical INSTRUMENTS fill the small
comforting den. A man-sized hollew crystal CHAMBER rests
against the back wall of the den.

DRAVEN (V.0O.)

Ancient Mother... I am afraid the
time has come... Resurrection is
indeed upon us... I owe you many
thanks and blessings... I will
awalt your presence in the land of
light my liege... For Cyrcadia...

Heartbreak overcomes Ancient Mother. She bows her head and
gently places her hand on the window. She closes her eyes and
whispers in the same unknown language.

ANCIENT MOTHER (V.O.)
You have always served us more than
well my son... All cycles must end
for others to begin... we shall
meet again Draven...

CUT TO:

EXT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE GROUNDS - CONTINUOUS
Draven charges the Tyrinian warriors and takes out 4 of them
with a variation of lightning speed magical blasts and blade

strikes.

One Tyrinian brings his AXE down with great speed - headed
for Draven’s head.

Draven quickly shoots his hand forward to the Tyrinian’s neck
and presses a series of pressure points.

The Tyrinian’s motion instantly ceases. He panics at the
realization that he cannot move his body.

Draven quickly remcves the frozen Tyrinian’s axe and hurls 1t
at another attacking Tyrinian - killing him on contact.

Another Tyrinian grabs Draven frcm behind.
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He uses this leverage to lift his legs and kick two Tyrinians
in front of him.

DRAVEN
Let there be... light!

His feet shatter the wvisors of the two Tyrinians. They both
shriek in pain and fall tc their knees as the sun causes
smoke to rise from their eyes.

A crystal tipped ARROW suddenly strikes Draven’s captor and
causes Draven to be released.

Various magical, fire, ice, and lightning bolt BLASTS rain
down from the sky striking many of the Tyrinians below.

Draven looks up toward the castle and sees Rone ARCHERS and
CHANNELERS taking defensive positions within the castle.

Draven is drawn back to battle. He continues to fight
numerous Tyrinian warriors with great grace and agility as
Villadynn and his three henchmen make their way to the oak
tree.

An ARROW strikes Villadynn in his unprotected shoulder.
Angered, he mutters something to his henchmen and pulls the
arrow out. The henchmen flip their large chainsaw-like
weapons upside down and the LAVENDER CRYSTALS located on the
bottom them begin to glow.

Large circular lavender-coclored FORCE FIELDS spring forth.

The henchmen then position themselves around Villadynn so
that all of them as a group are shielded as they march on.

The shields disintegrate the arrcws and reflect the magical
attacks that strike them.

Villadynn and his henchmen arrive at the diamond encased ocak
tree.

Draven sees Villadynn run his hand across the diamond casing.
Draven fights his way toward him. Villadynn sees Draven

approach and gives him a smile as he says something into his
wrist.
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Villadynn then slaps a small blinking crystal beacon on the
diamond shell of the ocak tree.

CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST - OUTSIDE CYRCADIAN RONE GROUNDS - CONTINUOUS

Hundreds of Tyrinian SOLDIERS march toward the Cyrcadian Rone
grounds.

A LARGE CANNON-LIKE STRUCTURE hovers a couple feet off of the
ground on top of large bottom mounted crystals. It is pulled
effortlessly along the landscape by a group of Tyrinians that
pull the structures along by leather braided ropes.

A group of five Tyrinians man the cannon. One sits at the
rear of the cannon holding onto two handles, one sits in
front under the barrel of the cannon holding onto one handle,
two man the rack containing the crystal missiles, and one
stands in front directing the entire crew.

The Cannon Director raises one if his hands to his ear. He
then raises the same hand in the air and makes a fist.

CANNON DIRECTOR
HALT!

The ones who pull the cannon stop dead in their tracks.

CANNON DIRECTOR
LOAD!

The two Tyrinians manning the missile rack grab a crystal
missile and load it into the cannon barrel.

The Cannon Director looks at his wrist. Two holographic
degree numbers appear above his wrist. He reads them out
loud.

CANNON DIRECTOR
THREE DEGREES HORIZONTAL WEST!
SIXTY EIGHT DEGREES VERTICAL!

The rear mounted Tyrinian moves the barrel horizontally into
position as the front mounted Tyrinian moves the barrel
vertically into position.
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BOTH MOUNTED TYRINIANS
(synchronous)
IN POSITION!

CANNON DIRECTOR
FIRE!

The rear mounted Tyrinian presses both THUMB BUTTONS on his
handles and the missile is launched from the cannon.

The army of Tyrinians cheer.

CUT TO:

EXT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE GROUNDS - CONTINUOUS
THUMP

Draven and other Tyrinian warriors look toward the direction
of the sound.

Villadynn slams the end of his scythe into the ground. As he
does so a FORCE FIELD erupts from the large red CRYSTAL
mounted at the base of the scythe’s curved blade.

The force field envelops Villadynn and his three henchmen in
a red colored orb-shaped shield.

Draven, who has made his way to the oak tree, sees the force
field go up.

In an instant, he slays six surrounding Tyrinian warriors. He
falls to the ground with their dead bodies and they fall
inward on top of him.

The Tyrinian warriors that surround the ocak tree scurry away
from the location when they see the crystal missile bulleting

down toward the diamond encased tree.

The missile hits the diamond casing that shields the great
oak.

BOOM - A GREAT EXPLOSION

The heat of the explosion reaches the Rcones attacking from
the castle.

The explosion sends droves of Tyrinians flying through the
air.
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The force of the explosion bends around Villadynn’s force
field leaving him and his henchmen untouched.

CRACKS spider wen across the surface of the entire diamond
casing.

Eventually the cracks cause the diamond casing to BURST. The
shield that protected the ocak tree is destroyed.

Villadynn deactivates his force field and his henchmen run
over to the tall cak and form a spread-cut triangular
formation around the tree.

The henchmen each pull slender TWO FOOT RED CRYSTALS from the
harnesses on their backs and slam them into the ground. Once
the crystals are grounded, red lights pulse through them and
they grow another two feet vertically in size.

Once they have fully grown, the crystals then glow to a hot
bright red; highlighting the dust cloud of debris the
explosion left behind.

Red beams then shoot forth from them; striking the ocak tree
and slowly panning their beams downward - searing the tree
like welding torches.

The surrounding Tyrinians cheer as the beams tear apart the
tree.

The tree eventually splits into three pieces, much like a
peeled banana, exposing:

A tall CRYSTAL SPIRE.
The spire pulses with a bright green light that

The Tyrinians cheer again as the red crystal beams extinguish
and the spire is exposed.

Rone attacks from akove strike a few of the cheering
Tyrinians down, cutting their cheers short.

A pile of dead Tyrinian BODIES near the spire move about.

The henchmen remain in their triangular formation and
approach the spire. They activate their chainsaw-like bladed
weapons. Their blades rev as they trigger their force fields
once again.
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In unison, the three henchmen SAW into the crystal spire at
its base.

CUT TO:

INT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE - GRAND ELDER’S DEN - CONTINUOUS

Tears run down Ancient Mother’s face as she watches the
crystal spire get cut into.

She immediately turns and walks over to her crystal lined
chamber.

She enters the chamber and bows her head.

The crystals within the chamber glow and crescendo into a
BLINDING LIGHT.

CUT TO:

EXT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE GROUNDS - CONTINUOUS
Draven slowly emerges from the Tyrinian body pile.

He stands and sees streams of crystal sparks shoot from the
chainsaws of the henchmen as they cut deeper into the spire.

Emotion overcomes Draven. His eyes fill with anger and
SOITOW.

DRAVEN
NOOQOC!

Draven jumps up into the air and lands on the shoulders of
one of the Tyrinian warricrs. He gracefully Jjumps from
Tyrinian shoulder top to Tyrinian shoulder top, managing to
slay each one before jumping to the next.

He makes his way to the crystal spire.
The Henchmen are more than halfway through the spire. The
green glow of the spire starts to flicker like a neon sign

that is about to burn out.

Draven reaches the spire - launches himself high into the air
- and performs an aerial cartwheel.
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Time seems to slow as he pulls a crystal shard from his boot
and throws it at one of the henchman. The crystal flies end
over end until it imbeds itself into the henchmen’s neck.

As he continues to cart-wheel through air he fires his bracer
at another henchman.

A lightning bolt lets loose and strikes the henchman in the
face, shattering his visor and sending him flying back.

Draven lands in a crouched position and immediately jumps up
intcoc the air again headed for the last henchman.

The last henchman notices the other two stop sawing. He looks
over at the both of them and sees them collapse to the
ground.

As he looks around in panic...
STAB

Draven lands on the last henchman’s shoulders as the tip of
his blade slams down through crown of the henchman’s head and
out the bottom of his jaw.

The henchman slowly falls face first and Draven rides him
down. Draven touches down to the ground and places his hands
on the spire. As he does so, the spots in which his hands
make contact glow brightly.

Draven touches his forehead to the spire and lets out a sigh
of relief.

SLAM

Villadynn shoulder charges Draven from behind with an immense
force.

He sinks his bladed shoulder into Draven’s back, practically
cutting Draven’s torso in two. The force of the charge whips
Draven’s head back and pins him against the spire.

Blood pours out of the sides of his mouth.
DRAVEN
(in great pain)

AAAAARRRRRGH!

Villadynn smiles and leans into Draven’s ear.
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VILLADYNN
(whispers)
Xander sends his regards...

Draven’s eyes widen and well with tears as his life escapes
him.

Villadynn shoves Draven forward removing his shoulder blade
from Draven and the spire.

CRACKLING

The base of the crystal spire snaps, it’'s green glow dies,
and 1t - along with Draven; topple to the ground.

Villadynn raises both of his hands and exclaims...
VILLADYNN

Villadynn points toward the large castle doors. The nearby

Tyrinians march on toward the castle as an endless sea of

reserves continue to flood in from the breached gate.

CUT TO:
INT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE - CONTINUOUS

A group of Rones secure the castle doors with blasts of
silver energy that create a large wall made of diamond.

One Rone fires his last charge of diamond energy. He looks at
the others.

RONE
That’s about as good as we’re going
to get. Prepare for battle.

The other Rones load up their bracers and draw their weapons
as the one who spoke, turns and makes a dash for the central

room of the castle.

CUT TO:
INT. CYRCADIAN CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTINUQUS

The Rone opens the solid doors to the conference room and
enters.
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A group of about fifty ELDER RONES, who look to be in their
seventies and above, sit gathered at a large wooden table
that is centered in the illustrious room.

A variety of weapons, art, and books decorate the stone walls
of the room; along with a crystal lined chamber, like the one
seen in the Ancient Mother’s den.

RONE
All entrances have been sealed. But
it will only be a matter of time
before they taint these halls with
their impurities. There are simply
too many of them council.

All of the Elder Rones exchange mixed glances of caution and
acceptance.

A BRIGHT LIGHT shoots forth from the crystal lined chamber.

Ancient Mother appears and walks out of the chamber. She has
the attention of the Elders.

ANCIENT MOTHER
I have consulted with the Ancients.
We must do what is right to protect
the soul of this land. TO THE
RESONANCE CHAMBER WE MUST!

BOOM
CUT TO:
EXT. CYRCADIAN RONE HOLY GROUND, SOLROUGE - CONTINUOUS

Villadynn and other surrounding Tyrinians shield their faces
from the blast.

The castle doors are destroyed, exposing the diamond shell
behind.

Villadynn shakes his head and walks up to the diamond shell.
He slaps another blinking crystal beacon to its surface.

CUT TO:
INT. RESONANCE CHAMBER - CONTINUQUS

The Resonance Chamber is a large clear glass dome that sits
on top of the Rone’s Castle.
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The last of the Elder Rones file in and take their places.

The Elder Rones all sit Indian style in a circular formation
surrounding Ancient Mother.

Ancient Mother kneels in front of a smocth football shaped
crystal that rests on a remarkably carved knee-high crystal
stand.

Centered on the base of the crystal stand is an imbedded
medallion. The medallion is of a rising crystal sun
surrounded by a chrome triangle. Various runes are etched
into the chrome triangle that surround the rising sun.

The Elder Rones begin to CHANT in unison. The tone of the
chant is booming and resonates loudly throughout the chamber.

As the Elders chant, Ancient Mother whispers to herself in an
unknown language. As she does so she slowly places her hands
on the crystal in front of her. Once her hands make contact
with the crystal, the crystal glows with a green light.

The glass dome of the rescnance chamber vibrates much like a
pitch fork that has just been struck.

CUT TO:

EXT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE - CONTINUOUS

This vibrating rescnance causes the ether of the trees and
plants that surround the castle to rise and swirl around the
glass dome.

Their sparkling gaseous forms are a multitude of colors and
are an exhilarating sight to behold.

Villadynn and the Tyrinians take notice. Villadynn becomes
angered. He screams into his wrist communicator as the beacon
continues to blink on the diamond shell that obstructs the
castle entrance.

VILLADYNN
WHAT IS TAKING 30 LONG!?

CUT TO:



22.

EXT. FOREST - OUTSIDE CYRCADIAN RCONE GROUNDS - CONTINUQOUS

The Cannon Director hears Villadynn's screams. He sneers at
the two Tyrinians who load the crystal missiles as they
struggle with fitting one of the missiles into the cannon
barrel.

TYRINIAN MISSILE LOADER
It’s too big! It won’t fit!

CANNCON DIRECTOR
THEN LOAD THE OTHER ONE YOU MORONS!

The missile loaders look at the other missile on the rack
then back at each other with a moment of realization.

The Cannon Director speaks into his wrist communicator.

CANNON DIRECTOR
We will fire shortly sir...We just
had some, some technical
difficulties...sir.

CUT TO:
INT. CYRCADIAN RONE CASTLE - CONTINUOUS

The Rone who alerted the Elders stands at the castle
entrance. He sees the distorted shapes cof the Tyrinians

through the diamond barrier and sees the blinking beacon as
well.

Lor and a dozen or so Rones stand behind him.

RONE
Stand back! They are going to blow
the barrier! Line up and load up.
And remain focused! I don’t care if
you lose a limb when the barrier
falls. We are the last line
defense!

Lor and the Rones do as told.

RONE
Charge up!



23.

The Rones ready their stances as their bracers glow and
vibrate vigorously.

RONE
Do not fire until I --

BOOM - A GREAT EXPLOSION

The diamond barrier is destroyed but the Rones remain focused
and in formation.

Tyrinians flood in through the dust cloud of the explcsion.

RONE
FIRE, NOW!

He and his fellow Rones let locose a colorful barrage of
various fire, ice, and lightning blasts - leveling the front
line of the oncoming Tyrinian rush. The crystals from which
the blasts came forth liquefy as they smoke and turn the
metal that surrounds them a glowing orange.

The Rones then unsheathe their weapons and attack the
remaining Tyrinian warriors.

RONES
AHHHH!

TYRINIANS
DIE!

The two parties clash and the Rones are simply outnumbered.

The Rone who alerted the Elders turns to Lor as he continues
to fight.

RONE
LOR, THE CRYSTAL! YOU MUST SECURE
THE CRYSTAL! RUN! GUARD IT WITH
YOUR LIFE AND LET NO MAN TAKE IT
FRCM YOUR GRASP! EVER! REMEMBER THE
WAY CF THE RUNNER!

LOR
But...

























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































